Yvette smiled with a false air of contrition, but Antoine
did not laugh.

6 Look here, Yvette, your letter ought to have been sent
- a week ago. You are really too bad. The poor man just lives
for your letters, think what a prisoner's life must be like 1
It's melancholy enough as it is.*

* Why do you say that ? *
c It's the truth.'

' But if my husband wasn't a prisoner I should never have
known you. So you see, darling, it's fortunate that he is a
prisoner, and it's fortunate that there was a war and we were
beaten. A bit of good luck all round, don't you think ? '

6 Be quiet.  You simply must write to-day.'

Antoine spoke with girlish gentleness and with a man's
authority.

c Very well, I'll write. But I simply don't know what to
say. You might make a rough copy for me, Antoine.9

' Don't be silly.  How could I do such a thing . . . ? '

c You don't love me.'

* Besides, as I told you, I'm in a hurry.  Why I haven't
i even had time to write out my French essay for to-morrow.'

* Why not ask Coutelier to do it for you ? I'll go and see
him later on. And he could write my letter for me, too.'

e No/ exclaimed Antoine, ' that he certainly shan't do.
I will.'

He sat down at an elegant little bureau near the window
and paused for a moment or two to collect his ideas. Face
downwards on the sofa, Yvette watched him.

' Don't look at me. It cramps my style.*

He moved his chair so as to block her view of the paper,
and began:

c I duly received your nice letter of the so-and-so, and my
heart quite throbbed as I opened it. I am always hoping to
read that you are coming home soon, that is what helps me
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